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PREFATORY SONNET. 



A BOOK ; my book I come then, my book, thy name ! 

One*s book must have a name whate'er one calls it : 

The better name the better hap befalls it ? 
Not so ; beware : what parent is't would shame 
His innocent that is purblind or lame 

By Argus dubbing him, or Hercules ? 

Or who would to a fellow say, '* An't please 
Your honour l" — fooling with another's fame 
And dignity ? Beware : yet if thou'lt forth 

(But who i' the crowd will note a thing like thee ?) 
Tq meet the common challenge of thy worth, 

Thy name may not belie thy poor degree, 
Since all thou art holds but a Pedlar's wares. 
Who sometimes by renown'd Parnassus dares. 
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SCOTTICE. 
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TO A SNAWDRAP. 

When frae the womb o* winter dark an' dour, 
Thou, Snawdrap, art delivered cauldly forth, 
I spy in thee a sign o' mickle worth, 

Tho' Boreas, that blusterin' carle an' sour, 

Rave spitefuUie against thy natal hour, 
Thrillin' thee thro' wi' monie an icy pang : 
(Oh, pity that his sharpest, sairest stang 

Should be maist thol'd by sic a modest flower !) 

For when thou com'st, tho' in a snawy sheet 
Swaddl'd fu' meanly like the infant Christ, 

My 'een are blythe thy bonnie face to meet. 
For then I ken that, faithfu' to her tryst. 
Spring comes to woo the floweret frae the mool, 
Sangs frae the birds and dull hearts frae their dool. 



WALLACE WIGHT. 



WALLACE WIGHT. 

Oh, how it rouses ; like a trumpet heard 

Stirrin' to battle, loud an' resonant ! 

Lang syne it made the tyrant-foe avaunt, 
Fearfu* to daur the tempest o' thy swird, 
That flash'd wi' death when thy Scots'-bluid was stirr'd, 

Thy proud Scots'-bluid that nae man e'er could 
daunt ! 

O ! whether or in dirge, or sang, or chaunt, 
O* " foughten field," fireside, or lanely yird, 
We tell our country's variegated story, 

Whaur is the chiel frae Ythan to the Yarrow, 

That is nae thrillM to his very marrow 
At mention o' thy name and deeds o' glory. 

Done for Auld Scotland in that gruesome night 

When tyrants stalk'd, by thee, brave Wallace Wight ! 
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USQUEBEATHA.* 

Spirit o' subtlest craft an' enterprise, 
Wham mortal man could ever entertain ; 
Thou art a ghaist hauntin' baith bluid an' brain, 

Showin' thysel* in mony a weirdly guise ! 

Sometimes thou glow'rst, ugsome, frae his eyes 
Like only deil in hell ; an' whiles, again, 
Cunnin,' thou'rt kenn'd to creep thro' ilka vein, 

So ticklin' wi' a sense o' Paradise, 

That oh, he wad for ever hae thee bide 
Wi' thy rare ministrin', dear Usquebeatha ! 
But thou'rt a kittle spirit wha to-day 

Art neebourlie, an' wilt thy freen deride 
To-morrow. Then 'tis better, tho' uncivil, 
Aiblins, to shun thee, double-dealin' devil 1 

* (Gaelic for Whisky. Pronounced " Usquebay.") 
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THE BAIRNS. 

Our gardens were but wastes, without the flowers ; 
Yon Lift aboon were bare without the stairns ; 
But what were hearts and hames without the 
bairns ? — 
God's bonnie bairns 1 for oh, they are na' ours, 
But lent us for a-wee, like birds i' the bowers, 
Blythe for a brief, brief Spring. What tho*, like 

cairns, 
The parent strives to build up Fortune's fairins 
(For human 'tis to kep her fickle showers). 
His skill is vanitie if he disdains 

The little happy lives to tend aricht,^ 
(God ca's them jewels though wives ca' them weans, 
An' precious surely are they in His sicht !) — 
To point them yond the stairns frae whence they 

came, . 
To cheer a little while his mortal hame. 
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A WITCH. 

Nae auld-time jade wha flew the clouds aboon, 
Far-skirlin* on her eerie errand fell, — 
(For then some traffic had this warld wi' hell), 
To sweep disaster wi' her besom doon 
Upon the pows o' mony a luckless loon ? 
I trow na' ! O* a spirit wad I tell — 
Oh could it but my limpin' rhyme compel ! — 
A blyther breathes na* 'neath yon ranging moon. 
A witch, then ? 'Faith, she mair than she may ken 
Bewitches wise an* simple, bauld an' blate. 

Youth wi' his fire, and tame three-score-an'-ten, 
The laird an' the puir body at his gate : 

A' wonderin' frae what Heaven-appointed stairn 
Such happy influence gets my three-years bairn. 
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THE DOOLFU' LOVER. 

What carle are ye wfaa comes sae dowff an' wae, 
Forjeskk sair, wi' sad lamentin' croon ? 
I' faith, I trow ye are some slichtit loon 
Wham gigglin' dawtie has dismissit sae, — 
Your dreepih' 'een speak o* sic' heart-dismae ! 
Aiblins some blyther lad wi' brawer shoon 
An' dandy airs, gat i' the genty toon, 
Has ta'en her flichterin' fancy this sad day, 
Syn' ye're packt aff like ony semple fool ? 
Oh, that a wench's twa slae-berry 'een 
Can mak' a man sae wud wi' bitter dool, — 
Can mak' a man e'en wish he ne'er had been ! 
But, tent ye, tho' ae berrie o' Love's bush 
Ye mayna' pree, there's mony mair as lush ! 



II.— Sonnete, 



VIGNETTES FROM SHAKSPERE. 
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JULIET. 

Thou of the hapless house of Capulet, 
Mortal — immortal bride of Romeo, 
That lover-prodigal, whose peerless woe 

Hath made the eyes of many a lover wet, 

In tribute to thee, tragic Juliet. 
Ah, what a love was thine I the very glow 
And soul of passion shone upon thy brow ; 

And never did Love's comely coronet 

(Of Love's nobility the sign express) 
Flatter so fair a forehead, unchastised 
By any wrinkle of unworthiness ; 

But one (men name him Mocker), saw and prized 
Its beauty more, and dared thy Romeo 
To mortal challenge, and— the rest was woe ! 
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DESDEMONA. 

Fair Desdemona, whom the warrior-Moor, 
Won to his brave and battle-dinted arms ; 
Oh, not with soft speech but with stouter charms 
Did he thy unadventured love allure 
(For a true soldier's tongue strikes ne'er so sure 
As his tried sword) : the resonant alarms 
Of war's shrill trump; the dangers and the harms 
That tented braves encounter and endure 
For such as thee ; thus (willing) wert thou stirr'd 
To hear thy hero's story, and thy heart 
So, as a drum, throbb'd at each martial word. 
That in his battles, too, thou had'st a part ! 
Yet, oh, to think a love so loyal-brave 
So soon should lie in traitor-trenchM grave ! 
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OPHELIA, 

Chauntress ! who life and love's sad requiem 
Sangest (for both in sorrow dark lay hears'd), 
Ere thy fair life was in the brook immers'd 
Darkling; thou fit to wear a diadem 
Of royal lustre and, with Hamlet, gleam 
About a throne, — the fairest and the first 
In Denmark and the worthiest : accurs'd 
In his own awful soul did Hamlet deem 
Himself, to toss aside a flower like thee, 
To shed the perfume of thy life and leave 
Thy beauteous, maiden innocence to grieve 
And fade in death all by a willow tree. 

Forgive him ; thee he knew not : all was dark, 
And he his evil star alone did mark ! 



CORDELIA. 17 



CORDELIA. 

Leal-hearted daughter of despised Lear : 

Thou one, dear drop of filial blood that yearn'd 
In tenderness when the twin-harpies spum'd 
Thy fond, old father 1 — why wert thou not near 
His naked age to cherish 'gainst the fear 

That harrowed it when, crownless, him they turn'd 
Forth with his fool, and, dumbly unconcerned, 
Saw him into the tempest disappear, — 
The senseless tempest, whose fire-forked tongues 

Stung not so keenly as their railings rude, — 
That Death, in lieu of thee, should mark his wrongs. 
And come with succouring wings o'er him to brood ? 
Yet thou wert near, and hover'dst, radiant, nigh. 
Out of life's wrack to bear him company. 



B 
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ROSALIND. 

Rare Rosalind ! witty and wise as rare ! 
Whose general praises all the forest filFd 
Of happy Arden, when Orlando trill'd 
His various lute, love-blown, thy ear to dare, 
And all the woods were vocal with the " fair" 
Rare "Rosalind :" (Oh, love-blown lute, unskiird 
To tame a heart so deft and stoutly wilFd 
Against thy snaring !) — even the very air 
Did languish with the breath of thy sweet name ! 
The brook did babble it with a pretty purl 
To the low-listening tree wherein the merle. 
Enamoured, to her mate did tell the same : 
And I, too, reading, my delight do find 
To speak thy name, blythe-hearted Rosalind. 



1 1 1 .— flDtecellaneoue Sonncte. 
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SOULS IN SACKCLOTH. 

" Give us, O give us back our Yesterday : 
Restore us, Thou immutable, dread Power, 
The hour but gone : O God, one little hour 
Put back Thy Universe, that so we may 
Base deeds undo, and bitter words unsay !" 
Thus wailing, Dives-like, whose soul the dour, 
Undying flame did evermore devour, — 

m 

" Oh, send one drop of moisture to allay 
This torment!" "Nay! there's a great gulf be- 
tween" 

(A far voice cried) — " thee and the Lazar now 1" — 
Come cries from human souls in anguish ; keen 
Cries for one drop of Time from the great Main, 
To cool the conscience-fire that bums i' the brain, 

To soothe the furrows seared athwart the brow ! 
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FALLEN. 

Dark is her soul, as stricken with eclipse ; 

To-day, to-morrow, life and death — ^all dark ! 

Mock not her sorrow, nor too nicely mark 
Her shame, deep-graven on her blanchbd lips : 
Tis tempest with her, — in the awful grips 

Of a soul-swallowing sea of infamy. 

God ! is there none to help her standing by ? 
No hand to lend her but its finger-tips? 
Afear'd ? by Heaven, she is a woman still, 

A daughter, sister, such an one whom Christ 

Suffered her alabaster cruse to spill 
For His anointing, — and her faith sufficed : 

This Magdalen, for whom an infamous grave, 
Black-mouthed, yawns, will none this sister save ? 
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FOR MAMMON'S SAKK 

Sun, moon, and yon far-gleaming multitude 
That overspangle all the night's domain, 
All, all before their ^sion pass in vain, 
And still, unthankful, will they sit and brood, 
Fretting within themselves — ^* There is no good 
In all this pageant, since it brings no gain, 
No gain of gold, unyielding e'en a grain 1" 
Mammon, for thee men are who would denude 
Night of her stars, and rob the radiant day 
Of all his glory : even of their flowers. 
As an extravagance, they'd grude the bowers ; 
The very choristers they'd wish away. 

Scorning all beauty that's above the mould 
As vanity, unless it giveth gold 
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"SISTER ISIDORE." 

Spirit devout, who hast from this world's taint 

Withdrawn thyself in cloister aye to dwell, 
And for the sake of a soul-pitying saint, 

Wrapt thee in solemn weeds, invisible 
To eyes that erewhile on thy beauty fed. 

And, by thy virgin vow inviolate, 
Vanished for ever from them (as the dead 

Vanish from souls that are disconsolate) ; 
Since, therefore^ thou hast thy sweet self divorced 

From lover, parents, kindred, all who claimed , 
Love's duty from thee, — ^whom thou hast enforced 

To weep for thee as dead, unknown, unnamed. 
Say, whose is how the sdrer sacrifice, 
Theirs with bereft, or thine with veiled eyes ? 



24 SCRAPS FROM A PEDLAR'S WALLET. 



THE TOILERS. 

We are but toilers, — in whatever estate. 
Weaving our various fabrics, good or ill : 
Some are who ply with happy-handed skill 
The deft, swift shuttle, and who ne'er abate 
Th' appointed task, but strive to emulate 
Some fair design which the controlling Will 
Hath giv'n them forth to pattern and fulfil : 
But there are others who, disconsolate, 
Their textures weave with foolish fears and sighs,- 
Like thriftless, thankless craftsmen who deride 
Their labour, with its hire dissatisfied, — 
While to and fro Time's subtle shuttle flies. 
O men, O toilers : let us blythsome be. 
And weave fair garments for Eternity. 
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NIGHT : NEAR THE CITY. 

Now broods the deep-wing'd Night. Here, but a league 
From the great city where, as in a hive 
Of many-swarmbd bees, men toil and strive, 

Some by fair wit, and some by base intrigue, 

I stand alone beneath the welkin clear 
And the far stars, listing the human hum 
That fill'd the ear of day, but all is dumb, 

And silence holds in awe the atmosphere. 

Yet tho' serene beneath night's sovran spell 
Yon many-peopled city stilly lies. 

Some souls, alas, there be it doth not shrive, — 
The felon prone within his weary cell,< — 

The fugitive with ever-furtive eyes, — 
The miser fetter'd to his golden gyve ! 
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TWILIGHT* 

When Twilight with soft wing enfolds the earth, 
And the late glory of the golden day 
Is, like a rapturous vision, rolt'd away. 
And timid stars peep tremulously forth, 
And, streaming far and faintly to the North, 
The silver lamp of Hesper all a-trim 
Guideth the hooded Evening to her dim 
And dewy cloister, and no sound of mirth 
Frets the calm beauty of the saintly hour. 

Then would J fain address unpausing Time : 
'* Friend, stay thy steps awhile and take thine ease. 
So might I deeper feel its hallowing powen" — 
Yet while I speak. Time answers with a rhyme 
Of village bells, sighing the day's decease. 
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SIC TRANSIT GLORIA MUNDI. 

Hast thou beheld yon drooping sun at even, ',' 
How cloud-attended is his going down ? 
(A golden eagle stricken from his heaven, 
And far into the forest, darkling, flown !) 
How, then, a few, faint, day-imprison'd stars. 
At their sky-turrets throbbing, gather round. 
Wan-faced, to witness thro* cold, cloudy bars 
Their lord's demise, whom Night doth now confound? 
Then hast thou noted in thy mind this time- 
Approved moral, — ^'tis the commonest : 
There is no greatness, howsoe'er sublime, 
But hath its clouds attendant : to the West 
All glory must, ev^ti as the sun, decline. 
And Night is Night still, though her stars forth shine. 
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A REMEMBRANCE. 

When I look up and scan Thy firmament, 
How all the stars are rank'd and disciplined 
(Brave armies marshall'd by a sovran mind, 

Unto a sovran voice obedient) : 

Or when tinto the earth mine eyes are bent, 
Noting the seasons' full variety, 
What time the summer in her pomp goes by, 

Like a triumphant queen magnificent, 

Then do my marvelling thoughts, strong God, revert 
To Calvar^s tragic tree, whereon Thy curse 
Sorely did smite the outcast Nazaren, 

And I remember how, for man's desert. 

He who built up, roU'd out, this universe. 
Suffered the scorn of ignominious men. 
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BUNYAN IN BEDFORD JAIL. 

Like him who on yon lonely Patmos isle 

Had glorious glimpses of the great To-Be, 
Foresaw the general doom of all things vile, 

And spied the features of Eternity 
While yet he was a weary prisoner, 

So Pilgrim, Heaven-progressing, from thy cell 
The spirit was aye a far-off wanderer, — 

Now at the gates of Heaven, now of Hell, 
Now climbing happy hills, or deep-descending 

Where Lethe, 'gainst the dark Plutonian shore, 
I^veth her dismal wave, whence never-ending 

Ascends the cry of souls for evermore. 
Oh, it is vain the happy heart to bind ; 
Oft sings the linnet loudest, cage-confined 1 



30 SCRAPS FROM A PEDLAJfS WALLET. 



JOHN KNOX.* 

A MONUMENT of bronze or stone ? what tho', 

Or neither, for a storming pulpiteer ! 

To princes, warriors, and bards, uprear 
Such tributary toys, to stand aglow 
Some years i' the laughing sun, that thereunto 

Knee-crooking men and curtseying wives may 
come, — 

Their staring mouths with pious homage dumb, — 
And feast their eyes upon a marbler's show ; 
But be ye wiser, Scots ; higher your gaze ; 

Tho' oft it is a great man's penalty 

To stand aloft, high-perched on polish'd stone, 
Forswear this thing : for what to Knox ye raise 
'Tis likewise to yourselves : this let it be : 

In all his land unlettet^d shall be none I 

* (From 5V-<?/f»ia« of September i6, 1879.) 
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TO CHALMERS. 
(Written on his Centenary.) 

Who would be great to hear the multitude, 
With straining throats and jubilant, out-cry — 
" This man of ours, behold how wise and good, 
How fair a mark for every age's eye !" 
"How wise and good !" thus in a phrase conferred, 
" How fair a mark !" and this their utmost meed. 
And this day, Chalmers, thou art disinten'd. 
And on thy name and fame this day there feed 
Ten thousand clamorous tongues. Methinks that 

thou, — 
Wert thou but capable of mortal thrill, — 
Would'st on thy massive and magnanimous brow, 
In eloquent gleams thy humbled sense reveal, 

Saying, as said of old to all humanity, 

A greater Preacher, — lo ! 'tis vanity. 
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IN THE ABBEY OF ARBROATH. 

God's- Acre here ? How many, darkling, lie 
Within these walls entombed until that last 
All-notable day when the archangel's blast 

Of final doom shall rive the shuddering sky, — 

Dividing time from the Eternity : 
How many here, — death's dreary silence past, — 
Will at that sound uprise in eager haste, 

To meet the Lord of judgment drawing nigh. 

Who meanwhile wait (how patient are the dead), 
Where kindred hands, in fealty to their trust. 
Have towards the East laid their expectant dust. 

That so when rising forth from mouldy bed. 
They, ready, may behold the marvellous light 
Of that dread dawn ? May none desire the Night ! 



THREE-SCORE AND TEN. 
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THREE-SCORE AND TEN. 
(To J. S. B.) 

Thou art but some few wrinkles yet the worse ! 

What tho' against thee Time's remorseless pen 

Hath ta'en strict note of thy three-score and ten, 
Still 'gainst his writ thou hold'st thine own perforce, 
And still the worm fasts for thy mortal corse ! 

Thou art the rightful, brave inheritor 

Of grand Old Age who, like a servitor 
Faithful and fond, contrives to re-imburse 
His fayourite's lessening store. What tho' there be 

Whose ageing spirits sour like ill-thriv'n wine ; 

There be those, too, that grow aye rare and mellow : 

* 

For with the essence of humanity 
Their blood is bravely dash'd and flavoured line ; 
After this sort methinks thou art a fellow. 
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THE BELI.S OF SAINT GILES. 

Bells of Saint Giles ! ye unmelodious bells 
That for the passing hours your masses say, 
How ye do fret the throbbing ear of day, 

Whose finer sense your din in vain repels ; 

How pitiful his hap who nigh ye dwells 
In hearing of that weary ritual, 
That ever and anon repeat you all, 

Like shrill-intoning monks in sombre cells ! 

Yet, ah, 'twere churlish to rail at ye so 
Because your tongues are cloyed with age's rust. 
And your old throats are rough and service-worn. 

That many a time a-many a year ago, 

In blyther tones proclaimed the marriage mom 
Of many a man and maid whose hearts are dust ! 
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SHAKSPERE. 
(Dedicated to Mr. Hknry Irving.) 

Who would not his estate or empire give, — 
Its worth appraising as a beggar's scrap, — 
In glad exchange for his high-favour'd hap. 

Who in that '' spacious age" of thine did live ; 

Who mark'd the kindling of thy mortal eye. 
Thy peerless immortality confessing ; 
Prouder than king, in sooth, were he possessing 

The crown of such a golden memory ! 

But since, alas, betwixt our ages lies, 
All-ponderous on thy dust inviolate. 

The awful burthen of two centuries. 

How vain to fret at wide-asundering fate ; 
Still very present pleasures dost thou give, 
While Irving reigns, thy representative. 



■••». v; 
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AFTER THE FLOWER— THE SNOW. 

After the flower — the snow; the snow — the flower ! 

And so from season'uhto season, run 
Our lives, moment by toofnent, hour by hour, 

And day by day, until bur years are done. 
Oh, when I do behold this goodly earth. 

Her golden fields sloping to silver seas. 
Her vasty mountains of all-dateless birth, 

And her full-fruited, lovely-tressfed trees, 
And think how soon that season may come round 

In flower or snow, when I must lay my head 
Beneath them both and never more be found. 

Save in the sombre records of the dead, 
Happy I am, assured, that otherwhere 
Beyond Life's bourne, there blooms a world as fair! 
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THE PETITIONERS. 

Like one who, towards a passing Sovereign, 

Guarded by stem and sabred soldiery, 
Breaks from the shouting crowd, nor will refrain 

Spite of the armdd guard and mobbing cry 
O' the multitude, t* approach with tremor'd frame, 

Where sits the calm, great Presence, and address 
With labouring lip, stricken with fear and shame. 

The humble schedules of some sore distress, — 
Even so full many a poet with his rhymes 

Petitioned, whilst thou, O Fame, in state, 
Passest along the highways of these times, 

Forth-striveth towards thee, Queen inviolate. 
Spite of the envy and malignity. 
To crave the golden favour of thine eye ! 



IV.— Sono». 
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THE DAY IS DEAD. 

The day is dead, — to the valley 
Of darkness he hath gone down, 

Like an eagle from his eyrie 
Far to the forest flown ; 

And in from the sea the bitter 
Sad breath of night is blown ! 

Shoreward wan^misjts are moving, 
Great, awful ghosts that glide ; 

Ghosts rousdd from their sea-deeps, 
The mariner's fear to deride : 

Hither and thither they wander, 
In with the restless tide. 

Now hush'd is the cry of the eagle, 
Dark-pois'd on the snout of the Ben ; 

Tlie stag lags lone on the mountain, 
Escaped from the perilous glen. 

And down by yon twinkling hamlet 
Laugh the blythe hunting men. 



THE If4Y IS DEAIXi . 

Oh that my travelled footsteps 
Might yon bright hamlet win ; 

Fos the: nig^t frowns cold and unfriendly, 
And rude is her stormy din ; 

And yonder^ J trow^ arie beating , . 
Leal'heartS' and warm.within ; 

Hearts that care not tho' to the valley 
Of night the day hath gone down, 

Like an eagle from his eyrie, 
Far to the forest flown, 

Tho' in from the sea the bitter . 
Breath of the storm is blown ! 



41 



.» ^ 



SCRAPS FROM A PEDLAlfS WALLET. 



HARK, IT IS THE BIRD OF MORN. 

Hark, it is the bird of niocB« 

CasoUiagtmiFMi tfe&top high ; 
Round the woodland wide is borne 

Her happy-wingM melody, 
At her luting, clear and loud. 

Steals the wan, cold night away ; 
Divinely, thro' a lifting cloud. 

Gleams the dawn of day. 

Winds are silenced by her lay, 

Tis their lullaby of rest ; 
Whispering trees are heard to say, 

''To shelter thee, oh, we were blest, 
With such luting clear and loud, 

Ever-green were we alway. 
To list thee from a yielding cloud. 

Woo the dawn of day !" 
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THE SHEPHERD^S PLAIDIE. 

The laird has acres braid an' braw, 

Fu' plentie baith o' yowes an' ousen, 
JBut a' Jus j^ear is n <y-h^ ava, 

Tho' it were reckon'd thrice ten thousan* ; 
His dochter Jean's ayont it a', — 

Gude faith 1 she is a dainty ladye, — 
For whiles on me she'll deign her e'e, 

Tho' I but wear a shepherd's plaidie. 

She's had o' suitors mony a ane^ 

Frae neebor lairds tae city gentrie ; 
But back their gaits they aye hae gane, 

As cowrin' frae a tempest wintry ! 
Oh, mony a weary sough an' grane. 

The jade has wrung frae her auld daddie; 
But mild on me aye fa's her e'e» 

Tho' I but wear the shepherd's plaidie. 

The meenister cam yont an' sware 
Sic vows o' luve, it maist did shock her ; 

But Jean, jalousin', was fu' ware, 
He mair devoutly loved her tocher : 
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" Gae hame" quo she, " an' tent your puir !" 
An' aff he gaed, but naething said he ; 

Syne blytiie to ttie she coost her e*e,. 
Tho* I| but wear-g: shepher^^'^ plaidie. 

The gossips jraumtner but-an-ben, ' 

Their clavers 'DWte their e^enm^ nappie ; 
Some say she hates the sicht b'^men, 

Some that she loofes a sodger chappie ; 
Some trow they mair than itiiers keii,— 

But "WOW f my Jean's a dainty ladye! 
Her couthie e'e aye glmts tae' me; ' 

Tho' I but wear a shepheixlVs *pldidi£« ' . 



k * ,■ ^ ■ 



Oh, aft at e'en when yon rede^un, 

Di^ps iaigh like eagle frae hi3 craigie, . 
When to the fauld the yowes hae won, 

An' cosy's steek't ilk joggit riaiggie; 
Theii wad mylichtsome feet out-riin 

My heart ^flowh to her bowier sae shady, 
Whauf fand for me glints her blue e'e, 

Tho' 1 4)Ut 'wear thfe* shepherd's plaidie. 



... . •• ' . ; 
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At 



FIE ! SAUCY LASS. 



'■ < . 



Fie! saucy lass to slam the door 

Upon a lad sae braw as John ; 
Ye blinkit gin he were but stoor, 

Nae lad look't ere sae sma' as John. 
On errand o' true love he cam, 

Blythely he cam an' rantinlie, 
Oh, shame the pride that garr'd ye slam 

Your door on him sae wantonlie. 

What tho' upon his horny luif 

Nae gluve nor rings o' gowd has John ; 
Tho' he's nae dainty, dandy cuif, 

I ken nae chiel sae proud as John ! 
On errand o* true love he cam, 

Rarely he cam an' rantinlie, 
Shame fa' the pride that garr'd ye slam 

Your door on him sae wantonlie ! 
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Yon farmer 'mid his thrivin' shaws 

May seem to you mair spruce than John ; 
And yon fat laird wi's " hum's an' ha's," 

May craw to you mair croose than John ; 
But a' their love I trow's a sham, 

True, true love ne'er speaks vauntinlie. 
Oh, shame the pride that garr'd ye slam 

Your door on John sae wantonlie. 

Alack the day, alack the hour. 

That saw a lad sae braw as John, 
Turn dowie-hearted frae your door. 

Oh, ne'er was lad sae thraw as John ! 
On errand o' true love he cam, 

Blythely he cam an' rantinlie ; 
Fie, saucy lass, your door to slam 

On honest worth sae wantonlie ! 
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SONG OF THE GIPSY LASS. 

I wouldna' be a ladye fine, 
I shouldna' be a ladye fine, 

Na, na, not I ! 
In gloomy ha's to fi'et an' pine, 
Puir flowefi in weary bower to dwine, 

Na, na, not I ! 
Her brows are pale, and in her 'een 
What beauty is there but the sheen 
Up-fiashin' frae her gowden preen ? 

I couldna' be a ladye fine, 

Na, na, not I ! 

I wouldna' be a ladye fine, 
I shouldna' be a ladye fine, 

Na, na, not I ! 
Tho' silken-braw at Court she shine, 
An' tae the crown mak' curtsies fine, 

Na, na, not 1 1 
She fiashes by, — her joy is spent ! 
But in my humble, hamely tent, 
My heart and I are baith content ; 

I couldna' be a ladye fine, 

Na, na, not I ! 
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THE RHYME OF THE ANGLER. 

Oh, the river runs merry and trim, lads, 

Full and trim 

To its frothy brim, 
And the crest of the moon groweth dim, lads ; 
Come, let's haste with our rods and our reels, now, 
Our flies and our flasks in our creels, now ; 
Not a care may snarl at our heels, now, 
For the river runs merry and trim. 

Oh, the river runs merry and trim, lads. 

Full and trim 

To its mossy brim, 
Where the long grasses lazily swim, lads ; 
So, over the hill let us hie, now, 
Ere a blink of the sun we may spy now, 
For the trout he is wary and shy now, 
Tho' the river runs merry and trim. 
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Oh, the river mils merry and trim, lads, 

Full and trim 

To its darkling brim. 
Where the rocks rise so grey and so grim, lads ; 
Where the far-leaping linn ever rushes, oh. 
And tho' its deep voice never hushes, oh. 
Undisturbed lies the trout 'neath yon bushes, oh. 
While the river runs merry and trim. 

Oh, the river runs mierry and trim, lads. 

Full and trim 

To its bosky brim, 
Where the grey flies flutter and skim, lads. 
See, the stars with their watching are winkin', now. 
And the flowers with their weeping are blinkin', now, 
'Tis time the sly trout we were jinkin' now. 
While the river runs merry and trim. 

■ 

See, the river runs merry and trim, lads. 

Full and trim 

To its laughing brim. 
And the Night has gone like a dream, lads. 
Oh, this is the hour worth the prizing, now. 
Ready, rods ! fling the flies so enticing now, 
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See the greedy trout, how he's rising now. 
While the river runs merry and trim. 



L'Envoy. 

Still the river runs merry and trim, lads, 
Full and trim 
To its swirling brim. 
Sings it a mournful hymn, lads, 4 

As it hastes to the swallowing sea, now, 
Or a happy song and free, now. 
What saith it to you and to me, now ? 
While swift to the great " To be," now, 
Life's river runs merry and trim? 



v.— Shetcb. 



52 SCRAPS FROM A PEDLAR'S WALLET. 



THE PHARISEE. 

Entered within the temple gate, 
With brow unhumbled, bold, elate, 

(The radiant torch 

Of Heaven's own porch !) 
A man aloof, inviolate, 
From such sad sinners separate 

Who, abject, lie 

In misery 
Fast-fetter'd to their godless fate ! 

What need hath he his breast to smite ? 
The penalties of God are light 

To him who pays 

His tithes always : 
Be that the sinner's due and right, — 
To self-debase him in the sight 

Of scornful eyes. 

To pour his cries 
In the devouring ear of night 
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Mark, mark this man of many moods, 
Of admirable attitudes 

For all men's noting, 

And the world's quoting : 
Yet tho' his sanctity obtrudes, 
He hath his' secret interludes 

Of worldliness, 

And will confess, 
A priest must sometimes doff his hoods ! 

See I where he stands with low-veiled eyes, 
And hands up-gather'd, suppliant-wise, 

To the finger-tips. 

The while his lips, 
Well-fashion'd to the exercise. 
Mumble their oft-accustom'd lies; 

And thus he seems, 

At least he deems 
Himself most meet for Paradise ! 

Praying he stands : no vain regrets 
Nor self-reviling epithets 

Have place or part 

In his prayer's art ; 
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But bland towards Heaven his face he sets, 
And such assumed glory gets, 

That yon lone widow, 

A shrinking shadow ! 
A moment stays her tears and frets, — 

Aye ! but a moment : for amain 
The tearful tide returns again. 

Clouding the skies 

Of her sunless eyes, 
Oft-swept by many a weary rain. 
But, oh ! the chill of his disdain : 

The barren blood 

Of her widowhood 
Freezes within its every vein ! 

O, mockery of mockeries, 

O, monster-mask, beneath whose guise 

Of holy works, 

The serpent lurks, — 
The serpent with the subtle eyes ! 
Whils't thou with pharisaic lies 

Dost th' air attaint. 

The widow's plaint 
Angels repeat in Paradise 1 



VI.— fra amenta. 
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THE OLD, OLD STORY. 

After a sort he loved her, just as you 
Might love the rose that seems to-day the sweetest 
And daintiest o' the bush : you pluck it, wear it, 
Just for the idle humour of the hour, 
Or, that it is a pretty thing to sport, 
Until it droops, then toss it idly from you 
Unmindful of whose rough wayfaring feet 
May tread on it, — and yet, what matters it ? 
Only a withered rose, — no more, no more I 

A GALLANT. 

He was, in sooth, a goodly, gallant youth. 
Pleasing to look upon : his courtly tongue 
He could ply well in any wench's ear 
Who'd bide the hearing and the compliment. 
Loved well his horses, dogs, his wine better ; 
Swore as a gallant should, and in a night 
At dice, he'd toss t' th' Devil, as much dear gold 
As would feed, clothe, house, — ^aye, and pension too 
Against the almshouse, half his starving parish. 
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TO NIGHT. 



O NIGHT, who com'st as an empress 

Radiant, conquering-wise : 
With thy eager, far-glancing, unresting 

And multitudinous eyes, 
'Neath thy dusky brows down-peering 

O'er the realm in thy thrall that lies. 

O widely thou swayest thy sceptre 
(The awful sceptre of Night), 

Adom'd with unreckon*d jewels 
All aglow with the seal of thy might, 

That seems to our mortal vision 
Most palpable, infinite ; 

Yet what, O Night, with such blazon 

Of glory writ on thy brow, 
Art thou to a soul immortal, 

Tho' in mortal vestment now, — 
To a soul in the Maker's image, — 

What, soulless Night, art thou ? 
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Scotch firms. 


EngiUh meanings. 


aboon, 


above. 


aff. 


off. 


aft. 


often. 


aiblins, 


perhaps. 


ane. 


one. 


aricht. 


aright, rightly. 


auld-time, 


olden-time. 


ava, 


at all. 


awee, 


for a little. 


ayont, 


beyond. 


baith, 


both. 


bairns, 


children. 


bauia, 


bold, courageous. 


bide. 


stay. 


blate. 


shy, sheepish. 


bluid, 


blood. 


blinket, 


winked. 


bodie, 


a creature, a person. 


braid. 


broad. 


braw, 


fine, handsome. 


but-an-ben 


kitchen and parlour. 


cairns, 


a heap. 


cam, 


came. 
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Scotch terms. 


English meanings. 


ca' 


to call, or name. 


carle, 


a fellow, a man. 


chappici 


a lad. 


chiel, 


a young fellow. 


clavers, 


idle stories. 


coost, 


cast. 


couthie, 


kind, loving. 


cozie, 


snug, comfortable. 


cowrin* 


cowering. 


craigie, 


crag, or cliff. 


craw, 


to crow proudly. 


crouse. 


cheerfully, boldly. 


croon, 


moan. 


cuif or coof,- 


a blockhead. 


daur, 


to dare. 


daddie, 


father. 


dawtie. 


pet, darling. 


deil, 


devil. 


dool. 


grief, sadness. 


doon, 


down. 


dour, 


stiff, stubborn. 


dowff, 


, pithless. 


dowie-hearted. 


sad-hearted. 


draps, 


droops. 


dreepin, 


moist as with tears. 


dwine, 


fade. 


'een, 


eyes. 
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Scotch terms. 


English meaning 


e'en. 


even. 


e'enin or een, 


evening. 


eerie, 


supernatural. 


fairins, 


gifts, presents. 


fand. 


fond. 


fa's, 


falls. 


fauld. 


fold. 


fiichterin, 


flighty. 


forjeskit, 


jaded, as with fatigue. 


frae, 


from. 


freen, 


friend. 


fo'. 


full. 


gaits, 


ways. 


gane, 


gone. 


garr'd. 


made, inclined. 


gat, 


got, acquired. 


gear. 


wealth, property. 


ghaist. 


ghost. 


gigglin* 


laughing. 


glints, 


gleams. 


gluve. 


glove. 


gowd, gowden, 


gold, golden. 


grane, 


groan. 


gruesome, 


grim. 


hames. 


homes* 


horny. 


rough. 


ilka. 


each. 
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Scotch terms. 


English meanings. 


ithers, 


others. 


jade, 


applied to an ill-bred person. 


jalousin, 


suspecting. 


joggit, 


Jogged. 


kenn'd, 


known. 


kep, 


catch. 


kittle. 


apt. 


laird. 


master, or squire. 


laigh. 


low. 


lang-syne, 


long ago. 


lanely, 


lonely. 


lift. 


the sky. 


limpin. 


halting. 


looed. 


loved. 


loon. 


an easy fellow. 


luif, loof, 


the hand. 


lush. 


luscious, sweet. 


mair, 


more. 


maist, 


most. 


mickle, 


much. 


monie, 


many. 


mool. 


the turf. 


na, 


no, not. 


naiggie. 


horse. 


nappie. 


ale. 


neebourlie, 


friendly. 


nocht. 


nothing. 





GZOSSA/iY. 


Scotch terms. 


English meanings 


o\ 


of. 


owre, 


over, too. 


owsen, 


cattle. 


pack't, 


bundled. 


pows, 


heads. 


puir, 


poor. 


pree, 


taste. 


preen, 


pin, or brooch. 


rantinlie, 


with boisterous mirth. 


rede, 


red. 


sae, 


so. 


sair. 


sore. 


semple, 


silly, simple. 


shaws. 


woods. 


shoon, 


shoes. 


sic. 


such. 


skirlin, 


shrieking. 


slae-berrie. 


black or sloe berrie. 


slichtit, 


slighted. 


slam, 


to shut violently. 


sma. 


small. 


sodger, 


soldier. 


sough, 


sigh. 


spruce, 


dapper. 


staims, stams, 


stars. 


stang, 


stjng. 


steekit. 


shut away. 
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Scotch terms. 


English meanings. 


stoor, 


dust. 


suitors, 


wooers. 


swird, 


■ sword. 


tent, 


heed. 


tholed, 


suffered. 


tocher, 


dowry, or fortune. 


toon, 


town. 


twa, 


two. 


trow, 


opine, believe. 


ttsquebeatha, 


whisky, drink. 


ugsome, 


ugly, vicious. 


wae, 


• woe. 


ware, 


wary. 


weans, 


children. 


weirdly, 


ghostly. 


wham, 


whom. 


whaar. 


where. 


whiles, 


sometimes. 


wi', 


with. 


won, 


gained, arrived at. 


wow, 


an exclamation of delight 


wud. 


mad, distracted. 


yaummer. 


clatter. 


yird, 


yard, grave-yard. 


yont,* 


along, by. 


yowes, 


. ewes. 


Ythan, 


a river in Aberdeenshire. 



